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He was adamantine. Against this Brutus Cassius broke
like spray against a cliff. How poetically imagined was
the ghost of Caesar. It was suggested by a vaporous
shadow in a lurid light, out of which the voice floated.
The reality of the wraith was appallingly manifest in
Brutus's face.

The death of Brutus was another bold departure from
convention. Instead of melodramatic writhing, all was
whispered awe, majesty, and silence. The hour imagined
was evening, after the day of battle, the hour when twilight
beckons night. At the foot of a shattered pine on a mass
of rock sat Brutus, full armoured, helmet on head, shield
and sword in hand, spent and brooding, a warrior figure
Michael Angelo might have carved. As one retainer after
another heard his whispered appeal for death, they fled
from the spot, leaving him alone. Over the sad face and
dreamy eye there passed the memory of the whole tragedy
in one moment of immovable silence. Then drawing his
shield before his breast and face, his sword slowly searched
his heart. There was the fortitude of a general in the
convulsion of the whole frame as he withdrew the blade.
He slowly lowered the shield, and the sword fell from his
fingers as they groped straight before him, and he ad-
dressed a second vision of the friend he came to meet:

Caesar, now be still;
I killed not thee with half so good a will.

The head dropped upon his breast, and here Octavius
and Antony found him dead. "The death of a despairing
hero," said the Commercial Advertiser, "stricken for the
ideals that have possessed him, could hardly be more finely
imagined or more in consonance with the mood of trag-
edy."  tremor shook his frame.   The murder was already con-
